Tribulations 




AMERICA IS HARD TO FIND 

By Daniel Berrigan 
Doubleday. 191 pp. § 5.95 

ABSURD CONVICTIONS , 
MODEST HOPES 

Conversations after Prison 
with Lee Lockwood 
By Daniel Berrigan 
Random House. 277 pp. $ 7.95 



By GARRY WILLS 

“THE DYING LION wounds the earth.” 
J. Edgar Hoover was desperate over 
Father Daniel Berrigan, and struck out 
blindly. His best weapon, as always, was 
some non-criminal weak point in his 
enemies — in this case, the indiscreet 
letters, adolescent with radical boast, 
that were passed back and forth between 
the imprisoned Father Philip Berrigan 
(Dan’s brother) and Sister Elizabeth 
McAlister. Hoover’s courier was another 
man whose weakness he was tickling to 
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his purpose — in the process indulging 
his own flaw, vindictiveness. 

Dan Berrigan’s intention was clear: to 
summon up new strengths, trying to 
defend his brother and the moral effort 
of so many people, all smeared by the 
last dying swipe of the lion’s paw. He 
has done this with wit, poetry, risk, ef- 
frontery, and an astounding hope. Amer- 
ica hard to find? No . such luck. It is 
there in the White House, as in Saigon; 
it flies over Hanoi, and it patrolled the 
corridors at Philip’s trial in Harrisburg. 
Berrigan’s title reflects his own almost 
naive patriotism: the belief that the 
heart of America is good, if we could 
only find it. 

That’s the best of all the jokes Ameri- 
ca plays on Dan Berrigan, and vice versa 
— that he is a patriot, by instinct and on 
principle, come of a Midwest family that 
once had four sons at war and — what 
was felt by his family to be much the 
same thing — sisters and cousins in Ca- 
tholic dozens, scattered through vari- 
ous convents and seminaries). He is the 
rebuffed patriot, endlessly re-wooing, 
undiscourageable. 

And he is as orthodox in theology as 
he is patriotic in politics. It is a mark 
of conservative views in America that 
they should be feared most of all by our 
deracinated Right. What scares “old 
line” Catholics in Berrigan is the fact 
that he takes ancient concepts seriously 
— expiation, penance, the communion 
of saints, the two Adams. Just as we all 
share Adam’s burden, we are asked to 
share in the expiatory sufferings of 
Jesus. Right-wing Catholics, like their 
secular fellows, refuse to recognize any 
compensatory obligation to the deprived, 
saying they do not believe in societal 
guilt — as if the notion of original sin 
were a liberal invention. They praised 
the winnowing process of competition 
and the economics of natural selection — 
as if they had never read the Gospels, 
in which the last shall be first, and the 
Best will be crucified. These are themes 





that recur, revived, everywhere in Ber- 
rigan’s writing — all Gospel; therefore 
scary. Get him. 

The lengths to which Hoover went to 
get him, with the grudging cooperation 
of the Justice Department and the White 
House, are told in several recent hooks, 
most thoroughly in The FBI and the Ber- 
rigans. Berrigan’s own long taped inter- 
views with Lee Lockwood tell what it is 



like to live under the shadow of un- 
checked official might, and what price 
Berrigan paid (in prison) for tweaking 
the lion’s nose. Berrigan tells as much 
as he can, at this point, of the legendary 
four months he spent dodging in and 
out of public glare and impenetrable 
shadow (impenetrable, anyway, to the 
.FBI, despite hundreds of agents’ ef- 
forts). The account of his prison days 
is an addition to that growing literature 
on what we do to those we lock up: com- 
pleting the formation of criminals, get- 
ting “tough” enough with them to stamp 
out what remains of their humanity; 
breeding jackals to prey later on our 
national corpse. Berrigan’s efforts, and 
those of this brother — to teach scrip- 
ture, give counsel, and encourage these 
men — are described very movingly, each 
brother holding the other up as a sign 
of. hope: 

Some of the young resisters have 
snuck off their jobs in order to be 
with me in the library for a half- 
hour or so, to share the fact that 
Phil has gone, and gone for good. 
And suddenly, in the midst of our 
mourning, here’s big Philip in the 
doorway, grinning like risen Jesus 
and saying “Anybody got a cup of 
coffee here?” And we wheel around, 
looking for all the world like guys 
who’d been keeping the tomb all 
week. Here he is again! And we 
quickly drag him over — embraces, 
great laughter and all that. They 
had changed their purpoi'ted minds, 
and we had eight hours of grace. 

America Is Hard to Find preserves a 
mixture of Berrigan’s messages, poems, 
taped greetings from underground and 
behind bars; a breathless period when 
his prose grew leaner and more lyric; 
the -progress reports of a man who, 
hoping to find the country he loves, was 
taking the first steps toxvard creating 
it — an incredible exertion. America is 
hard to save. c+s 



